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PREFACE. 



TO MY SUBSCRIBERS. 

Ladies and Gentlemen, 

Being fully sensible of the demerits of the following 
Poems, I feel that it would be an act of presumption in me 
to present them to your notice without, at the same time, 
making an earnest appeal to your good nature and for- 
bearance in criticising them, — for my lot having been cast 
among the humbler grades of life, it has not been my 
fortune to be assisted in their composition by the advan- 
tages of a good education ; nor has my necessary close 
application to business allowed me time to improve even 
the little knowledge that in my early days I did acquire : 
and furthermore, as circumstances have obliged me to use 
no delay in printing, I have consequently had no time to 
profit by the suggestions of my friends, or even to revise 
and correct for myself; therefore a large portion of your 
indulgence is solicited to excuse the many errors that I 
fear will be met with. 

I must assure those who have chiefly supported me in 
this, my humble attempt, that, whatever may be its issue, 



Digitized by 



V1U 



PREFACE. 



I feel that I owe them much, and that the recollection 
of their kind and good intentions will never be erased from 
my memory. On this subject I could write with more 
ease, and with far greater pleasure to myself, than upon 
any other, but, as I am conscious that their exertions in 
my favour were but the spontaneous emanations of their 
hearts, and that they seek for no other gratification than 
that of knowing they have rendered me a service, I shall 
content myself with simply returning them my most sincere 
thanks. 

I am, 

Ladies and Gentlemen, 

Your most obedient servant, 

F. W. J. Morris. 

Bognor, May, 1834. 
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CANTO I. 



THE REFUSAL. 



i. 

The first shades of eve over Haltondale spread, 
As the sun his bright beams on the western hills shed, 

While splendidly sinking to rest ; 
There Erthenwold Castle, all lofty and gray, 
From its eminence caught both Aurora's first ray, 

And the last that illumined the west. 

II. 

Through the summers and winters of ages it pass'd, 
Unscathed by long sieges, unharm'd by the blast, — 

Still firm on its hill was it found ; 
Its turrets were seen from the valley beneath, — 
Its banners were counted from Haltondale Heath, — 

It rivall'd each castle around. 

b 2 
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III. 

Deep silence reign'd over the beautiful scene, . 
Till a bugle was heard, and a gallant was seen, 

With eye to the castle oft cast ; 
At length, the great gates open'd slowly and wide, 
And a maid on her palfrey was soon by his side, 

And thus through the valley they pass'd. 

IV. 

The lady was fair as the fairest e'er seen, 

All lovely each feature, and graceful her mien, 

Such beauty 'twere sin to deny ; 
The breeze seem'd to play with her locks of dark hair, 
As they waved o'er a brow that had something of care, 

Yet hid not love's light in her eye. 



The youth had a countenance open and free, 
In the lists, for true courage, few rivals had he, 

Yet nought his high bearing betray'd ; 
Nor helmet, nor corslet, nor lance, was then seen, 
For his bonnet he wore with his jerkin of green,— 

Still his steed his good training display d. 
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VI. 

They gazed at each other with scarcely a smile, 
(Unable their sorrowful thoughts to beguile,) 

When the gallant the maiden address'd : 
" Oh, Clara of Erthenwold ! tell me my fate, 
Though sad be the tale, and though painful to state, — 

Yet fain would I hear it confess'd." 

VII. 

Clara paused, for she dreaded the news to impart ; 
The tear from her eyelid was ready to start, 

But it pass'd, as a shadow may pass ; — 
*' O, Walter, how willingly would I forego 
This tale, which to tell will but fill thee with woe ; 

Thy love is rejected, alas ! 

VIII. 

" Sir Osman, my kinsman, last night, did I hear, 
He proffer'd thy suit to the Baron with fear, 

Saying, ' Cousin, thy pardon I crave, 
But Walter the gallant (if I may be bold) 
Would seek for a bride the fair maid Erthenwold, — 

And I know thou qrt friend to the brave.' " 
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IX. 

" And what said thy sire ? " the youth then exclaimed : 
Said Clara, " Thy suit was too fatally named : 

At first, he was silent and still ; 
And then, ere his tongue from its sullenness broke, 
His eye darted anger, (while Osman yet spoke,) 

And thus did he utter his will : — 

x. 

u * Had Walter ne'er shown in his boyhood, I ween, 
A spirit that yearn' d for the chivalrous scene, 

The helm and the corslet to wear, 
He ne'er had been tutored in Erthenwold's yard 
To raise a bright lance for a lady's reward, 

But had e'en died a vassal, I fear. 

XI. 

" ' What then ! shall my castle and name, do you trow, 
Be laugh'd at by herdsmen and vassals, who'd know 

A Saxon had barter'd his pride ? — 
No ! let him but show that his ancestors came 
Of time gentle blood, (although lacking high fame,) 

No longer his suit is denied. 
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XII. 

" * Old Martyn, the hermit, I know very well 
His fortune and parentage truly might tell : 

What then ? — when the question I ask, 
He raises his hands to the heavens on high, 
He shakes his grey beard, and he gives but a sigh, 

As if such a tale were a task. 

XIII. 

" 'Then hear me, Sir Osman, nor heed of dismay, 
Walter's welcome to meet us whene'er we are gay, — 

And long shall that welcome remain ; 
But if thou would'st back with thy fortune his life, 
He ne'er could have Erthenwold's daughter to wife, 

So urge not the marriage again.' " 

xiv. 

All tremblingly came the last words from her tongue, 
She gave him a tear, for his bosom was wrung, 

While sighs her deep sorrow betray'd ; 
From emotion the dew sat on Walter's pale cheek, 
As struggling he made a strong effort to speak : — 

At length thus to Clara he said, — 
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XV. 

" Farewell, my best hope ! In that answer I hear 
The evil which ever created my fear ; 

But now, it too truly is told ; 
In absence and grief, I shall think of the past, 
And waste a sad life, loving thee to the last, 

Whom others will fondly behold." 

XVI. 

" Ah ! Walter," she said, " had our childhood but 
taught 

Those pleasures she sent us were yet to be bought 

By the pangs that we now feel to part ; 
Or youth could have learn'd that affection so rare 
Might blossom and flourish, yet die in despair, 
This tale had not sadden'd thy heart. 

XVII. 

" Oh, why should a fortune, a title, or birth, 
Be more to the world than thy true moral worth, 

Or pride chase such true love away ? 
But look o'er the heath — by St. Agnes they ride ! 
Sir Hubert, with Erthenwold close by his side, 

Who in converse return from the fray. 
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XVIII. 

" Then come, lest Sir Harold, my sire, should espy 
The cause that hath clouded the light of thine eye, 

Be gay, when towards them we ride ; 
And, oh ! when I bow to the Virgin above, 
1*11 think of thee, Walter, and pray for thy love, 

And fortune may yet be our guide/' 

XIX. 

" I will, dearest Clara, appear so to be, 

And the task will be light until parted from thee ; 

Then, ever thy presence to share, 
I'll weary the hermit until he shall tell 
Why thus he holds over my fortune a spell, 

And leaves me in gloomy despair." 

xx. 

Then quickening their paces the barons they meet, 
And thus did Sir Harold the young lovers greet : — 

" Your smiles and your favours I pray ; 
Had ye come to the feast, which this morning ye 
spurn'd, 

Sir Hubert had shown ye how laurels were earn'd, 
For Hubert is victor to day. 
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XXI. 

" The hardy Sir Hector, — and Louis of France, — 
By faith ! they know nothing of holding a lance, 

Or of keeping on charger a seat ; 
Their helmets were made of good metal I wist, 
Or never again had they rode in the list, 

A knight on his courser to meet. 

XXII. 

" Yet, Hubert, — whose courage and skill I revere, 
Hath met his last foe in a woman, you'll hear, 

For Elva the witch, you must know, 
But whisper'd the knight, as he came o'er the heath, 
And his laurels have droop'd ever since by her breath, 

And he rides like a spectre of woe." 

XXIII. 

Sir Hubert in vain strove his fears to repel, 

As he answer'd, " I fear not the withered hag's spell, 

Nor worse than her envy can do ; 
And yet, if that whisper mine ear should astound, — 
'Twould not be the first time Sir Hubert had found 

This Elva to prophecy true : 
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XXIV. 

" Be she aided by spirits, or demons of hell, — 
My fortunes both future and past she can tell, 

As true as the lance that I hold ; 
Twenty years of my life, I may pass and outgrow, 
And then what had pass'd twenty winters ago 

Right truly this hag could unfold." 

XXV. 

" Though Haltondale's fortune," Sir Harold replied, 
u This weird of the heath can so cunningly guide, 

Neither witchcraft nor evil fear I ; 
Did she proffer to me but one ill-boding word, 
I'd try if her skull were as true as my sword, — 

For powers like hers I defy. 

XXVI. 

" But a truce to this jesting, — my jargon shall end ; 
For Haltondale ever was Erthenwold's friend, 

And long may their friendships remain ; 
And now, ere we part, by this evening's light, 
In honour, young Walter shall sing of a knight." 

And thus ran the young gallant's strain : 
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SONG. — 44 SIR DAMON." 

L 

" Sir Damon was seen, in the forest so green, 

To join in the glittering throng, 
Rut the woe that befel let our minstrelsy tell, 

Though it burthens the minstrel's sad song ; 
For the wearisome fray of the tourney that day, 

His fame and his charger it cost ; 
And he left the gay plain ne'er to see it again. 

For a bride in that battle he lost. 

2. 

" Fair Rosalind wove, for the bridal of love, 

A chaplet all blooming and bright ; - 
And watch'd from the tow'r, impatient each hour, 

To hear of the fate of her knight ; 
But her lover's dismay caused the yeoman's delay, 

And she read in the messenger's brow 
The truth of her fear, and she let fall the tear, 

And mourn'd for her knight's overthrow. 
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3. 

w For the fair in the field, to conquer or yield, 

No more on his charger he'll ride ; 
That heart once so brave* now to sorrow 's a slave, 

For fame and his lady-love's pride ; 
.Where'er he may stray, love lengthens his way, 

And pray'rs cannot banish his gloom ; 
Such parting and pain he will ne'er know again 

For Rosalind sleeps in the tomb." 

XXVII. 

" Gramercy ! 'tis well for a bird of thy song," 
Said Harold ; " but truly 'twould better belong 

To a knight with whom fortune doth fail : 
So Hubert, whenever thy fortune takes wing, 
We'll send for this gallant, since thus he can sing, 

And his song shall thy sorrow bewail. 

xxvin. 

" Sir Lewin, who lost every battle he fought, 
A strain of Sir Damon had willingly bought, 

And paid Walter well for his glee ; 
But the raven that soars with the tempest at night, 
Foreboding that evil will follow her flight, 

Is even as pleasant to me." 
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XXIX, 

" Sir Hubert," said Walter, " I never would stain 
Thy conquest to-day with an ill-chosen strain, — 

The ballad was thoughtlessly led ; 
But with your permission, good knight Erthenwold, 
Displeasure for once from the minstrel withhold, — 

Fair Clara will sing in my stead." 

XXX. 

Then gently she slacken'd her palfrey's pace, 
And truly she pitied her young lover's case, 

For nought could he reckon of mirth ; 
And happy the smile of her sire to regain, 
She sang, with a mixture of pleasure and pain, 

A song of a knight of true worth. 



SONG. — " BEAUTY'S QUEEN." 
1. 

" As pure and white as mountain snow 
The banner waves on high, 

It mocks the turret far below, 
And wantons in the sky ; 
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From abbey, castle, hill, and tow'r, 

With cheerful eye 'tis seen ; 
And while it marks the bridal hour, 

It waves o'er Beauty's Queen. 

2. 

" The vanquish'd knight forgets the fray, 

And drinks to Eldred's fame ; 
The squire he chaunts his roundelay, — 

The minstrel sings his strain ; 
And damsels, famed for beauty bright, 

Crowd to the festive scene, 
To hail the bridal with delight, 

For Edith is their queen. 

3. 

" There garlands hang for gallants true, 

There glittering helmets shine, 
There wave the plumes of gaudy hue, 

There flows the crimson wine : 
No sorrow clouds the warrior's eye, — 

There all i§ joy I ween, — 
The theme is love and chivalry ; 

The song is Beauty's Queen." 
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XXXI. 

So well, then, her song for her lover s repaid, 
That each knight in return kiss'd the hand of the 
maid, — 

From Sir Hubert it e'en won a smile ; 
Yet nor honour, nor song, could his sadness assuage, 
For such evil he dream'd in the witch's presage, 

That nought could his terrors beguile. 

XXXII. 

Then turning his steed (for his castle) aside, 
" Adieu ! " the stout Baron of Haltondale cried, 

" Till we meet at the banquet for mirth." 
Then restless, he strove, in his speed to subdue 
The alarm which he felt, as the coming night threw 

Her mantle of gloom o'er the earth. 



END OF THE FIRST CANTO. 
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CANTO II. 



THE HERMIT. 



i. 

The night her sable mantle spread, 
And threw her shadows wide, 

When Walter from the castle sped, 
And to the hermit hied. 

ii. 

But oh ! what pangs of woe and love 

Within his bosom lay ! 
And not a cheerful star above, 

To light him on his way. 
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III. 

As pressing on, of love he dream'd, 

And oft for Clara sigh'd ; 
The night winds mock'd his woes, and seem'd 

The lover to deride. 

IV. 

At length the hermitage he spied, 

By Martyn's taper blue, 
As from the abbey of St. Clyde 

He heard the bell strike two. 

v. 

Just then (while terror smote his breast) 

A shadow cross'd his way, 
And him in strangest tone address'd, 

" Stay ! — Stranger traveller, stay." 

VI, 

" Whate'er thou art, — may weal or woe 

From my free speech betide, — 
My pathway cross' d, I ask to know 

Wherefore ? " young Walter cried. 
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VII. 

With screaming laughter, then elate, 
Which thrill'd his every vein, 

It answer d, " Since you seek your fate, 
List! — listen to my strain. 

a He who woos at Erthenwold 

Love and lady fair, 
First must hear a story told 

Of a baron there ; 
Wealth and title he may hold, 

Fame and fortune rare, 
But his love at Erthenwold 

Leaves him in despair. 

" He who woos at Erthenwold 

Love and bridal wreath, 
First must see a baron bold 

Yield his parting breath ; 
Ghostly tale he must unfold, — 

One of perjured faith ; 
Still his love at Erthenwold 

Ends in gory death." 
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VIII. 

Astonished, then, the gallant stood, 
For nowhere could he see 

This spirit, boding him no good, 
With song of mystery. 

IX. 

In doubt and fear he deeply thought 
What might these words presage, 

Until his foot the threshold caught 
Of Martyn's hermitage. 



In sweet devotion's heavenly way 
The sage was truly blest, — 

The cross and book before him lay, 
To point his goal of rest. 

XI. 

When Martyn saw, with ruth and fear, 
Young Walter s pallid cheek, 

He said, " Why thus untimely here ? 
My son, I bid thee speak ! " 
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XII 

" Oh ! Sire, despairing love's keen pain 

Has late my bosom wrung, 
And I have heard the strangest strain 

That ever being sung. 

XIII. 

" The Fates their baleful councils hold. 

They'll soon my doom decree ; 
In love, 1 bid thee then unfold 

Whate'er thou know'st of me. 

xiv. 

" For on that secret thou dost know 

Of my mysterious birth, 
Hangs all my future weal or woe, — 

Hang all my pride and worth. 

xv. 

u Oh why, dear father, shouldst thou hide 

The knowledge that I crave, 
That knight and vassal may deride, 

And I their taunts must brave ? 
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XVI. 

" ' Young Walter, the Unknown, 9 they cry ; 

With this, how can I rest ? " 
Here Martyn, with a tearful eye, 

The gallant thus address'd : 

XVII. 

" Ere reason shed her glimmering ray 

On thee in infancy, 
Who watch'd thee in life's early day 

So anxiously as I ? 

XVIII. 

" In tender childhood's harmless years, 

If grief or care were thine, 
What hand was there to wipe thy tears 

So willingly as mine ? 

XIX- 

" In boyish sports, and youthful deeds, 

I tutord thee with care ; 
And now I never count my beads 

But thou art in my prayer. 
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XX. 

" Life cheats thee with a hope, I fear, 

Inconstant as the blast ; 
But I have love for thee sincere, 

That will witlrbeing last. 

XXI. 

" For love is but a meteor bright, 

In youth to lure astray ; 
And they are lost in darkest night 

That trust the phantom ray. 

XXII. 

" For me, I see the seasons fly, 
And ne'er life's pleasures prove, 

And only envy those that die, 
And pity those that love. 

XXIII. 

" But thou, my son, my kindest thought 

Must claim above the rest, 
Then think I act by duty taught, 

Refusing thy request. 
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XXIV. 

" A time will come, — it may be told, — 
Then wealth and joy are thine ; 

But fate for thee a curse will hold, 
If told before that time. 

XXV. 

" Then trust to heaven ; — for aught beside 

Let time or chance unfold ; 
And Clara yet may be thy bride, 

And thou win Erthenwold." 

XXVI. 

" Oh ! father," then the youth replied, 

" I feel my bosom burn ; 
This doubt I cannot, will not 'bide, 

Thy counsel I must spurn. 

XXVII. 

" For wint'ry age, and anxious care, 
Have chill'd thy blood ; in truth 

Thou canst not feel for love's despair, 
Nor judge for ardent youth. 
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XXVIII. 

" See, where those streaks of twilight lie, 

Proclaiming Sol awake ; 
Ere twice he gains the western sky, 

Thou'lt find this charm will break. 

XXIX. 

" This night my fortune's in the scale, — 

Uncertainty I hate, — 
And though its turn I may bewail, 

Yet I'll abide my fate. 

XXX. 

" If foul disgrace and infamy 
Have mark'd my birth accursed : 

That curse can never rest on me ; 
Therefore I'll know the worst. 

XXXI. 

" Oh ! father, could my anguish speak ! — 

But you refuse the tale ; 
And now I leave thy cell to seek 

The witch of Haltondale." 
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xxxii. 

" Stay ! stay ! " in haste the hermit said ; 

" My son, for heaven forbear ; 
For all who seek such evil aid 

But spurn at heavenly care. 

XXXIII. 

" Oh ! Walter —to this cell I flew, 
By sorrows keen oppressed ; 

But thou dost painful thoughts renew 
That I had lull'd to rest." 

XXXIV. 

No longer Martyn could assuage 
His grief, but turn'd and wept ; 

And Walter in the hermitage 
Till morning-daylight slept. 



END OF THE SECOND CANTO. 
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CANTO III. 



THE WITCH. 



At daylight young Walter was hast'ning away, 

And was taking of Martyn his leave, 
When the hermit, in kindness, so urged his delay, 
That with him he tarried the whole of the day, 
Till warned by the coming of eve. 



ii. 

Then mounting his steed, he bade Martyn farewell, 

And for Erthenwold castle he made ; 
But as musing he thought on the anchorite's cell, 
A female he met, whom he knew but too well, — 
She drew near, — it was Erthenwold 's maid. 
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III. 

All downcast and mournful the young maiden seem' d, 

While her pallid cheek told her despair ; — 
At meeting, no smile on her kind lover beam'd : 
Bereft of its brightness, her eye faintly gleam'd 
When Walter thus ask'd of her care. 



IV. 

" Oh why, dearest Clara, alone do we meet, — 

Or why is thy countenance sad? — 
Say, hast thou no smile, a true lover to greet ?- 
Then evil awaits us, in truth do I weet,* 
For thy face like a spectre's is clad." 



" I know not," said Clara, " but something is here/ 

(With her hand closely press'd to her heart,) 
" That whispers of danger and evil too near, — 
In truth I've been full of dark omen and fear, 
Since I from thee, Walter, did part. 

* To weet, to know. 
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VI- 

" Last night long my pillow I sleeplessly press'd, 

And told each slow hour that was rung, 
Till weary at last I was sinking to rest, 
When the bell it struck two, and my ear was address'd 
By a song most mysteriously sung. 

VII. 

" I flew to the terrace — no one could I see, 
So deeply Night spread her dark reign ; 
Half singing, half screaming, the voice seem'd to be, 
And the lay is still left on my memory free, — 
I'm ever repeating the strain. 



" He who woos at Erthenwold 

Love and lady fair, 
First must hear a story told 

Of a baron there ; 
Wealth and title he may hold, 

Fame and fortune rare ; 
But his love at Erthenwold 

Leaves him in despair. 
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" He who woo8 at Erthenwold 

Love and bridal wreath, 
First must see a baron bold 

Yield his parting breath. 
Ghostly tale he must unfold, — 

One of perjured faith ; 
Still his love at Erthenwold 

Ends in gory death." 



VIII. 

Surprise and dismay over Walter now flew, 

As Clara repeated the strain, 
He remembering well, that each sentence so true 
Had astounded his ear when the bell had struck two, 

As to Martyn's he rode o'er the plain. 

IX. 

" But why art thou pale ? dearest Walter, I pray, — 

I would qot increase thy despair ; 
Oh, why do I live for a lover's dismay ! 
Or love, when that passion may lead him astray, 

And Erthenwold prove but a snare. 
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X. 

" Oh, Ave Maria ! — In sorrow, alas ! 

If we trust to thee, all shall be well : 
And thou, dearest Walter, must wait on the mass, 
And the evil we dread like a vision may pass ; — 

But list ! while my message I tell. 



XL 

" In banquet the baron this night will regale 

The knights that he met t' other day ; 
There is Osman, Sir Roland, the Knight Haltondale, 
Sir Hubert, Sir Egbert, the Lord of the Vale, 
With squires and bold yeomen so gay. 



XII. 

" And thus have I stol'n from the castle with care, 

To bid thee as well to the feast ; 
For if thou art missing, and Erthenwold there, 
Displeasure will follow, I know," said the fair ; 

" So come, for thy Clara at least." 

d 2 
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XIII. 

u I will," cried the gallant, " whate'er may betide, 

Though less than a true gallant knight ; 
But yonder Sir Osman now homeward doth ride, — 
I pr'ythee, dear Clara, take him for a guide, — 
I'll be at the castle this night." 



XIV. 

Then Clara, with Osman, her kinsman, returned ; 

But Walter, (full eager,) with speed, 
Set spurs to his horse, for his bosom still burn'd 
To seek out the witch, for whose counsel he yearn'd, 

Nor reckon'd a foul witch's meed. 



xv* 

" Let fortune desert me, or now with me go ; 

To Martyn no longer I'll plead, 
But trust me to Elva this mystery to know, 
And angels be with me, and guard me from woe ! 

Lest danger should follow this speed." 
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XVI. 

When to Elva's he came, soon his steed he made fast, 

Then enter'd her hovel with fear, 
When a wild look of triumph the witch at him cast, 
And thrice in the air her bare lank arm she pass'd, 

Then motion'd the youth to draw near. 



XVII. 

Unearthly she look'd, — and yet still there was seen 

A figure once comely and tall, — 
Each feature was wild, but erst milder had been, — 
She look'd like the wreck of beauty, I ween, 

But haggard and wither'd withal. 



XVIII. 

A scarf that was tatter'd, and once had been red, 

Was thrown o'er a mantle of black ; 
Whilst evil and rage o'er her countenance spread, 
And the dark raven locks, as they hung from her 
head, 

Like a maniac wild, she threw back. 
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XIX. 

" I come," cried the youth, — " Peace 1 peace ! thou 
young kite ; 

I know well the tale thou would'st tell ; 
For Erthenwold's daughter and Erthenwold's might 
Thou art eager to compass, — and now in a fright 

Would'st summon the council of hfell ? 

XX. 

" Thou would'st learn of thy lineage and birth," cried 
the witch, — 

" Thou would'st learn of thy parents beside, — 
For thy sire, yet his blood shall my vengeance enrich, 
That demons may banquet : he's still in my reach . 

For the rest, seek the Abbey of Clyde. 

XXI. 

" Thou hast pass'd o'er my threshold, and cannot go 
back, 

Till loosed from the spell that I hold ; 
And now — if thy spirit its courage should lack — 
I hold thee my victim, to torture and rack ; 

Nor then shall thy fortune be told." 
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XXII. 

" Then how can I purchase thy powerful aid ? " 

Walter said ; " if it be not too dear." 
When the witch, whose design was as foul as her 
trade, 

Laugh'd wildly to see he was somewhat afraid. 
And said, " Listen, — the price thou shalt hear: 

XXIII. 

" A spectre there is, all enshrouded in white, 

That walks in the Abbey of Clyde ; 
And oft it is seen, by the silver moon-light, 
The cloisters to pace, at eleven at night, — 

I would know why its rest is denied. 



XXIV. 

" Three times I have seen it— its features I know ; 

And thrice I have spoken it free ; 
But it signs me to follow where I dare not go,— 
In the abbey alone will it utter its woe, — 

And the abbey's forbidden to me. 
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XXV. 

" Foulplay hath it had, but that cannot move, 

No pity have I for its woe, 
But let the tale prove, — as I think it will prove, — 
Its grievance shall help the revenge that I love, 

And work for a knight's overthrow. 



XXVI. 

" The secret that hangs o'er thy fortune I'll clear, 

If courage thou hast for this sight ; 
But mark — thou must promise, and promise sincere, 
The tale of the spectre in full I must hear : — 

One word,— wilt thou meet it to-night ? 93 



XXVII. 

" I will." " 'Tis enough, — now thy service is sold ; 

But one word ere the contract be pass'd, — 
As we come from Clyde Abbey I fain would behold 
The banquet this night at yon proud Erthenwold,— 

Pass me in ; now no more shall be ask'd." 
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XXVIII. 

Said Walter, " I shudder to grant this request, 

For Erthenwold to me is dear." 
" Refuse, then," she cried, " and my voice is address'd 
To the fiends that obey, — and at Elva's behest, 

A fiend for thy torment is near. 



XXIX. 

" But grant it, and then do I swear by my powV 

That thou shalt have little to fear ; 
HI prove thee a baron that very same hour, 
In presence of all that shall feast at the tow'r, — 

A fortune thou'lt willingly hear. 



XXX. 

" Now get thee away to the banquet that's given, 

Twill last till the morrow morn's light ; 
Forget not to be at St. Clyde's by eleven, 
For then will the fair moon shine brightest in heaven ; 
The spectre we'll challenge this night." 
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XXXI. 

Said Walter, " I'll trust thee, though deepest alarm 

My heart and my conscience now chides ; 
But though thou may'st bind me by spell and by 
charm, 

I pr'ythee do no one at Erthenwold harm : — 
By eleven I'll be at St. Clyde's." 

• XXXII. 

To the castle his courser he urged on with might, 

The guests for the banquet were there, 
And loudly resounded their mirth and delight, — 
But too much thought on the spectre in white 
The feast or the revel to share. 



END OF THE THIRD CANTO. 
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i. 

Now Walter retired from the banquet so gay, 

And went to the Abbey of Clyde ; 
And the night was as fair and as bright as the day, 

For the moon shone with splendour and pride. 

ii. 

Clyde Abbey he saw by her silvery beam 
Flitting over each mould'ring stone ; 

And musing he felt as he might in a dream, 
Whilst he sat in the cloisters alone. 
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III. 

But short was the vision : with anxious eye cast, 

He saw o'er the small abbey green 
The Witch, and she made for the cloisters full fast, 

And wild were her manner and mien. 

IV. 

" Hath it pasfe'd thee ?" she cried ; " I would quickly 
be told." 

Said Walter — " Yet nothing IVe seen." 
" Now then," she replied, " shall Clyde Abbey unfold 
A tale and a mystery I ween. 



" 'Tis well : keep thy seat and thy courage, nor dread 

Whate'er it can do or may say ; 
'Tis nearly the hour when it comes from the dead, 

And I know it will pass by this way." 

VI. 

" To know," cried the youth, " of myibrtune I came, 

And sad is that fortune, I fear ; 
I'll speak to the spectre, nor boldly nor tame ; — 

But Elva, deal with me sincere." 
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VII. 

" Ere the moon again brightens yon blue vaulted sky, 

Or yet ere her pillow she gains, 
In Erthenwold Castle/' said Elva, "I'll cry 

Thy lineage and birth for these pains. 

VIII. 

" My name, in this abbey, they mock and deride, 

I'm cursed in each castle and tow'r ; 
But abbot and baron, — (that still is my pride,) — 

Live in dread of my vengeance and pow'r. 

IX. 

u By that pow'r have I sworn : so thou wilt this night 

Unfold all the Spectre shall say, 
And to-morrow thou'lt dread me as much for my 
might 

As thou sought'st for my counsel to-day." 

x. 

She now silently gazed, then paced to and fro, 

Then look'd as with pity and ruth ; 
Her finger she press'd to her forehead as though 

Yet something she'd know of the youth. 
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XI. 

" If aught," said young Walter, " of me thou would'st 
learn, 

That yet might this secret explain, 
But ask, — it is told, — and thou in return 
Shalt give me hut candour again." 

XII, 

" Now tell me," cried Elva, " and then I have done, 

Did Martyn thy mother e'er name, 
Or the semblance e'er show of a beautiful nun, 

Or tell the sad fate of the same ? " 

XIII. 

Said the youth, " At the hermitage once as I stay'd, 

(That night I for ever may tell,) 
A picture he show'd me, and with it he bade 

Me notice the countenance well. 

XIV. 

" The tears from his eyes like a fountain did flow 

As he gazed on this beautiful nun ; 
And he said, when I ask'd him the cause of his woe r 

' It favours thy mother, my son.' 
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XV. 

44 That thus he had shown it he seem'd to regret, 

And said, * 'twas a moment of love ;' 
Those features I never shall live to forget, 

They were mild as an angel's above. 

XVI. 

«' Full oft have I sought,"—" Hist ! hist !/' Elva cried ; 

u See! yonder it comes, by the mass! 
Hold still ; — how it stalks by the old abbey side ; — 

44 Fear not ! for this way it will pass. 

XVII. 

" Along to the chancel 'twill beckon away ; 

As I told thee, I dare not go there ; 
I'll speak to it first, — but where'er it may stray 

Follow on — till you learn of its care." 

XVIII. 

Still glided it on, and the cloisters it paced, 

As eleven the abbey bells chimed ; 
It appear'd like a nun, and it walk'd as in haste, 

For these earthly visits were timed. 

E 
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XIX. 

Dim and fix'd were those eyes, that in life might 
have beam'd 

With love's purest radiant light ; 
Those features, now pallid and fearful, yet seem'd 

Had once been both comely and bright. 

xx. 

The beads, with the crucifix, hung from its zone, 

A band o'er its temples was placed ; 
Its robe, white and pure, as the gossamer shone, . 

And was light as the figure it graced. 

xxi. • 

On its face, yet so lovely, sat death's lurid gloom, 
On its brow the dark shade of despair ; 

Oh ! ne'er was consign'd to the cold marble tomb 
More beauty than once had been there. 

XXII. 

Awestruck, now the youth, as the shadow drew near, 

In silence, his terrors confess'd ; — 
But Elva, who knew neither pity nor fear, 

Stood forth,- and the shade thus address'd i — 
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" Thy cold tomb forsaking, 
The stilly night waking, 

That mortals may learn of thy woe ; 
Three nights I have pass'd thee, 
And thrice I have ask'd thee, — 

Sad Spectre, thy sorrow I'd know." 



XXIII. 

It spake not, but turn'd to the old abbey-door, 

And the cloisters forth echo'd a sigh, — 
" Follow on then," cried Elva ; " I'll speak it no 
more ; " 

So the youth to the spectre drew nigh. 



XXIV. 

With step light and liurried, it pass'd the long aisle, 
By the chancel it stood in moonshine, 

And Walter, though fearful, addressed it thus, while 
He stood by St. Clyde's holy shrine : — 

2 
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" By the dead that are sleeping ! 
By the saints that are keeping 

The altar thou dreadest to pass ! . 
By the peace thou art scanting ! 
By the rest thou art wanting ! 

By holy cross, abbey, and mass ! 

" By the grave, thy dark prison ! 
Say, — why art thou risen 

To visit the earth thus opprest ? 
Oh ! may angels that see thee, 
From wandering free thee ; 

And thou on thy cold pillow rest" 

SPECTRE. 

" Few ask of my doom, — 
None weep o'er my tomb, 
And the curfew may toll, 
Yet none pray for my soul : — 
The chaste nuns of St. Clyde 
Will tell of my pride ; 
From the cloisters I hied, 
And became me a bride. 
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But all ended in blood, 
Ere repentance was good.'* 

WALTER. 

" By thy sorrows that move me, 
By angels above me, 

Say ! who was the cause of thy woe ? " 

SPECTRE. 

" He banquets this night 
In the halls of delight, 

At Erthenwold revels, nor heeds of my sprite ; 
Till here from below 
To judgment we go, 

From the Saint of Clyde Abbey no rest shall I 
know." 

WALTER. 

" Oh glide not away, 
But in mercy I pray, 

Tell if aught of my birth or my lineage you 
know/' 
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SPECTRE. 

" Till knight in blood 
His deeds atone, 
Thy birth and right 
Can ne'er be known." 

XXV. 

No more spake the spirit, but vanish'd away, 

As if through the earth, to its bed ; 
And Walter return'd, then, his charge to obey, 

And told how the Spectre had fled. 

XXVI. 

" From the abbey it came, and seem'd less oppressd," 

Cried Elva, " I swear by this spell, 
It just pass'd me by, as it stole to its rest, 

And I thought that it mutter'd 4 Farewell/ " 

XXVII. 

Then all he had heard did young Walter recite, — 

Each sentence she eagerly caught, 
And though tragic the tale, it. was beard with delight, 

For it was as the wither'd hag thought. 
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" Oh ! Elva, how strange are those feelings of love 
That I have for that shade of the grave. 

But let us away ! In the castle well . prove, 
By challenge, this murderous knave/' 

XXIX; 

" "Pis enough," she replied ; " twenty winters have 
roll'd 

O'er his head ; and by hell do I swear, 
They've fed but a fire, — and at gay Erthenwold 
'Twill blaze, — for a traitor is there. 

XXX. 

" We must part ; haste thee on, thy contract's fulfill'd, 

By magic I ride through the air ; — 
Now certain, as sweet, is the work that I build, 

,r fis revenge, — and a baron's despair." 

And strange was her power, for far from his sight 
She pass'd as the last words she said ; 

Though quickly he travelTd, she outstripp'd his flight, 
And for him at Erthenwold stay'd. 
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XXXII. 

The drawbridge was down — the youth gave the word, 
O'er the court-yard they eagerly flew, 

The banquet scene gain d ; — by the guests all unheard, 
Stood Elva conceaPd from their view. 

XXXIII. 

For pleasure there revell'd in tumult and noise, 
And care in the goblet was drown'd ; 

The sheen of their splendour scarce rivalPd their joys, 
As the song and the chorus went round. 

XXXIV. 

Now each youthful knight Walter's presence soon 
hail'd, 

And counting his mirth by their own, 
They thought not of sorrow, but laugh'd and regaled, 
As they drank — " To the Gallant Unknown." 

XXXV. 

Well pleased was the youth, as his anxious eye miss'd 
The knight Erthenwold from the feast, 

For the danger he dreaded, no longer he wist, 
Could fall to that baron at least. 
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XXXVI. 

But the knight Haltondale sat in Erthenwold's seat, 

And as thus of a friar he sung, 
Each baron rose up the bold songster to greet, 

And the hall with their roundelay rung. 

SONG.—" THE JpLLY OLD FRIAR/ 
1. 

" A roundelay for a merry young squire, 

Who mounted his horse with speed, 
And rode in the dark through the rain and the mire, 

But love was his only meed ; 
For a lady was lost on the moor that night, 

And she sigh'd for her own true swain, 
For thunder and rain, and the lightning bright, 
Skipp'd over the heath ; — 'twas a pitiful sight ; 

And warlocks were seeking her bane. 

2. 

" A roundelay for a pretty young maid, 

Who wander'd over the moor, 
For as kissing her squire, she smilingly said 

That his guerdon was all too poor ; 
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For the storm and the tempest, they sang them away, 
. And this was the only charm, — 
The squire that loves should be merry and free, 
And his maiden as kind as a maiden can be, 
And then warlocks could do them no harm. 

3. 

A roundelay for a jolly old friar, 

Who quafFd off a flagon at night ; 
All the good he e'er did for the church or the shire 

Was a matrimonial rite ; 
For the damsel and squire, when danger was o'er, 

Were married that night, 'tis said, 
And they fear not a warlock that wanders the moor, 
For love is the charm, should it trouble them more ; — 

And the friar went merry to bed." 

XXXVII. 

But scarcely had Haltondale finished his song, 

Or heard the applause of each guest, 
When the witch, from her hiding place, 'mid the gay 
throng, 

The knights of the banquet address'd. 
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" Hold ! hold ! ye vile knaves, nor thus madly sing. 

But wait till a riddle is read ; 
For conscience shall prove an avenger and sting, — 

A message I bring from the dead. 

XXXIX. 

" A knight seated here, once by treachery won, 
From the convent, a nun for his bride ; 

Her dower he gain'd, and her murder was done, — 
And she now walks the Abbey of Clyde." 

XL. 

" *Tis false ! thou foul hag," cried the knight Halton- 
dale, 

And rage fiercely flash'd from his eye ; 
Tis true," cried young Walter, " and truth doth 
assail 

That knight by his haste to reply." 

XLI. 

" Ah ! sapling accursed," cried the knight in a rage, 
*f Art leagued with this hag for my. life ? 

Thy blood it shall pay for the war that you wage, 
Though an empire were hung on the strife." 
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XLII. 

So saying, all madden d he flew from his seat, 

And dreading his anger in truth. 
Scarcely knowing the cause that had kindled his 
heat, 

The guests all encircled the youth. 

XLIII. 

" Hold ! Haltondale, hold ! " altogether they cried, 
u By the valour and skill thou hast proved, 

Ne'er let thy good sword in the gallant be dyed, 
Because by a woman thou'rt moved/' 

XLIV. 

" Stand off,!' cried the youth, " let the traitor come on, 
This cause will his prowess soon try ; 

If he dies, he but pays for the deed he has done ; 
If I fall, let it be for a lie." 

XLV. 

Then fierce was the contest, and dread was the fight, 
And loud was the clash of each sword ; 

Until young Walter's skill overcame Hubert's might, 
And he fell without uttering a word. 
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XLVI. 

Then clamour and noise through the castle-hall fled, 

And all crowding the baron around 
Saw death on his brow, as in whispers they said, 

That Walter had dealt a death-wound. 

XLVII. 

" Stand aside ! " cried the witch, u I can wake him 
again, 

For, mind ye, no Elva am I ; 
Elvina I was, — until perjury's stain 
First taught me that name to belie. 

XLVIII. 

" Dost know thy Elvina ? — now mark his bright eyes, 
What magic there 's still in my name ; — 

It wizards his soul as he dastardly dies, 
And his pallid cheek reddens with shame. 

XLIX. 

" Revenge and Elvina have lived for this death ! 99 
(Then turning her round to the youth,) 

" Ere yet I depart with my news to the heath, 
I'll tell thee thy fortune, forsooth. 
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L. 

" That wretch was thy sire, — he dies for my wrongs ; 

Thy mother was Haltondale's bride ; 
And Haltondale's tow'r to thy fortune belongs : 

Its baron 9 s a young parricide." 

LI. 

" My Sire ! " cried the youth ;' " have I murderd my 
Sire ? 

Oh tell me, thou foul fiend of hell." 
" 'Tis true," replied Elva; "if more you require, 
Seek Martyn the hermit.— He '11 tell." 

LII. 

Then wildly she scream'd, as if madden'd with joy, 

While baron and vassal gave way ; 
For vassal and knight feard the witch to annoy, 

So she fled from the castle away. 

LHI. 

" Fly ! fly ! " said Sir Osman ; " ere yet I inquire 
The cause of this witchcraft, — haste ! wend 

Thy way, for thou dream'st not of Erthenwold's ire 
When he finds thou hast slaughterd his friend. 
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LIV. 

w Not thus will it end when this strife he shall 
know, 

(And here I expect he will be,) 
So take thee my steed, and from Erthenwold go, 
And wait at the hermit's for me." 

LV. 

So young Walter did, as the knight bade him do, 

And fast from the castle he sped, 
For the looks of each present betoken'd him woe, 

In their faces their anger he read. 

LVI. 

Nor more was there boasted of process or worth ; . 

And wassail and wine they forgot; 
For murder had come, and stole in on their mirth, . 

And they swore, 'twas a foul witch's plot. 

LVII. 

So the joys of the gay, like the winter sun's ray, 

Were transient and lost in an hour ; 
And the banquet and show, all vanished like snow, 

When bathed by the first gentle show'r. 
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LVIII. 

To the court-yard each crowded and mounted his 
steed, 

Nor waited for Erthenwold's knight ; 
For the heavens above grew as dark as the deed, 
And they fled without bidding good night. 

px. 

For that moment the moon hid her light in a cloud, 
And the winds 'woke with whistling breath, 

And the tempest was heard in the distance aloud, 
And the lightning danced over the heath. 

wt. 

But Martyn the iiermit, seclude in his cell, 

Knew not the bold baron was dead ; 
So waited not Walter his sorrow might tell, — 

But thus to the gallant he said : — 

LXI. 

" Be woeful no longer, thy sorrows have fled, 

For Erthenwold came here but now, 
And said he was willing that Walter should wed 

His daughter the heiress, I vow. 
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LXII. 

" And if I could show whence thine ancestors came, 

And swear thy legitimate birth ; 
He 'd call thee his son, without fortune or fame, 

And prove thee a knight of true worth, 

LXIII. 

44 So then did I tell him, what now I tell thee, 
And mark thou the course of my tale ; 

And much thou wilt feel from embarrassment free, 
And much it may leave to bewail. 

LXIV. 

" Thy sire was my brother ; — to me he was dear, 
Though long for his errors I grieved ; 

(For passions ungovern'd led wild their career,) 
And a libertine well known he lived. 

LXV. 

" But seek not his name, nor his title to know, 

For those I refused Erthenwold ; 
They will lead thee in error, and leave thee in woe, 

If yet thou that secret be told. , 

F 
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LXVI. 

" Elvina as fair as spring's early flower, 
He admired, and he sued, and he won ; 

But her innocent love was in treachery's power, 
And he left her in sorrow, undone. 

LXVII. 

" But mark you — that bosom once poison'd with care, 
She spurn'd at the woe which she felt : 

And jealousy, hate, with revenge and despair, 
Now dwell where the kindest love dwelt. 

LXVIII. 

" More of her anon, ere I finish my tale. 

From a convent thy mother he stole ; 
By base art he won her, from vow and from veil, — 

But her dower was the aim of his soul. 

LXIX. 

" Had she stay'd in the convent, both abbey and church 
Had claim'd all her fortune when dead ; 

But the monks and the abbot he left in the lurch, 
For the nun with her wealth did he wed. 



Digitized by Google 



CANTO IV.— THE SPECTRE. 



67 



LXX. 

" But evil came of it, — she bore him a son, 

And thou art the son that she gave ; 
But little, I wist, was the joy that she won, 

For untimely she pass'd to the grave. 

LXXI. 

" For the abbot had found, 'mong the manuscripts 
there, 

A will by an old baron left, 
Which proved thee by right to her fortune the heir, 
And thy father at once was bereft. 

LXXII. 

" Nor yet was that all, for thy mother was mild, 

And oft by her past folly moved ; 
So he hated the mother — and hated the child, — 

And 'tis said that another he loved. 

LXXIII. 

" But she died, — kind Heaven, protect us ! she's fled, 

And fearing thy life in the way, 
Twas soon spread abroad son and mother were dead ; 

But I stole young Walter away. 

f2 
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LXXIV. 

" Well pleased was thy sire that the church lost its 
pow'r, 

For he hated both church and her slaves ; — 
He wedded again, and he lives to this hour, — 
But he thinks ye are both in your graves. 

LXXV. 

" Should he die," — But a knock atthe hermitage came, 

And Walter arose from his seat ; 
" Farewell," then he cried, " thyself thou must blame 

For telling this secret so late." 

LXXVI. 

To the door then he rush'd, ere Martyn could speak, 

And eagerly Osman he found. 
" Oh tell me !" cried Walter, " the news that I seek ?" 

Said Osman, " Thine ear 'twill astound. 

LXXVII. 

" For Ert hen wold says that his friend and his guest 

By foulest conspiracy died. 
If not, — that his daughter shall never be press'd 

By the hand of a young parricide. 
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LXXVIII. 

" And now he doth leave thee, by witness to prove 
That charge from the foul witch's breath ; 

Or nothing he '11 reckon of pity or love, 
But sue thee for Haltondale's death !" 

LXXIX. 

" "Tis enough," replied Walter, " that deed I shall 
rue 

If Erthenwold should me impeach. 
Alas ! I shall fall, though his charge be untrue, 
Since that I 've been leagued with a witch. 

LXXX. 

" Too zealous for love, I am fallen at last, 

And Clara can ne'er be my bride ; 
Wherever I go, I am but an outcast ; 

And here — but a young parricide! 

LXXXI. 

" Farewell, good. Sir Osman, for ever we part — 
And fitting for parting's this night— 

If yet thou dost leave me a place in thy heart — 
Oh, calm thou the rage of the knight ! 
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" Commend me to Clara— still much I might say, 

But madness bewilders my brain ; 
Oh ! tell her, I mean o'er the ocean to stray — 

And I fear — we shall ne'er meet again." 

LXXXIII. 

They parted — the tempest above them raged high, 
But his mind on fair Clara did dwell ; 

To the castle he stole — to her window drew nigh, 
And mournfully sang his farewell. 



SONG.—" GOOD NIGHT." 
1. 

" Good night' — the loud and threatening blast 

O'erwhelms my parting lay. 
Farewell to thee and pleasure past — 

Tis all that love can say ; 
The restless wind on briny sea . 

Rides fast in vivid light ; 
And now the billow waits for me — 

My Clara, love ! — good night ! 
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2. 

" Now, farewell steed, and pageant gay, 

My lance, and corslet bright: — 
Farewell to thee, I must away, 

Fair Clara, loye ! good night ! 
The restless wind on briny sea 

Rides fast in vivid light ; 
And now the billow waits for me : — 

Dear Clara, love ! good night ! 

LXXXIV. 

With a tear in her eye, and a faltering tongue, 

Away to her window she flew ; 
But the minstrel had fled, when his sonnet was sung, 

And her sighs were her only adieu." 



END OF THE FOURTH CANTO. 
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CANTO V. 
THE PILGRIM. 



i. 

Through the wide space of time, what a vapour is 
life ! 

How tickle its pleasures ! how vain is its strife ! 
Through the desert it passes — how rapid its flight ; 
Then it falls like a star in eternity's night. 



ii. 

The friendship that warms oft grows cold in an hour ; 
The passion that charms will by age lose its power ; 
The joys that inspire by possession grow cold ; 
The glory we win by another be told. 
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III. 

In youth the gay vision full eager we greet, 

But hope is delusion, desire is a cheat ; 

As the passing cloud's shadow glides over the stream, 

In age they are told like a night's troubled dream. 

IV. 

Soon after that Walter from Erthenwold fled, 
Old Martyn, the hermit, was laid with the dead ; 
For his heart was oppressed for the gallant so brave, 
And the rest that he sought for he found in the grave. 

v. 

Nor yet from that night was the spectre ere seen ; 
Nor more of the witch, since she fled from the scene ; 
But her dwelling, in ruin, long after would tell 
How Elva had triumph'd and Haltondale fell. 

VI. 

But as time travelFd onward, bold Erthenwold's rage, 
That had banish'd the gallant, subsided with age ; 
For Clara he loved, who in anguish and pain 
But lived in the castle to mourn for her swain. 
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VII. 

As musing he sat in his castle one night, 
Along with his kinsman, Sir Osman the knight, 
The baron at length from his silence awoke, 
And thus to his cousin with freedom he spoke : — 

VIII. 

" Seven summers have fled, seven winters have pass'd, 
Since the night we saw Walter of Haltondale last ; 
But the spirit of mirth hath gone with him I ween, 
For a merry night since hath my castle not seen. 

IX. 

" Tis strange, that when ruin o'er Haltondale flew, 
Its shadow should pass over Erthenwold too ; 
For since then, Sir Osman, my blood hath grown 
tame — 

I breathe not, I feel not, I am not the same. 

x. 

" But a knight, my good cousin, in honour should be 
As fix'd and as firm as the heavens we see ; 
For what is that friendship which time hath amass d, 
If it fade with our fortune, and leave us at last. 
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XI. 

" Sir Hubert I loved, aand lamented his fate, 
Whatever his faults, 'tis not mine to relate ; 
But the hermit, he whisper'd a tale in mine ear, 
Of that knight, (ere he died,) which I shudder'd to 
hear 

XII. 

" Oh, Ave Maria ! be his spirit thy care ! 
And e'en while I live it shall yet be my pray'r 
That Walter, his son, may return for his right, 
And Haltondale flourish beneath such a knight. 

XIII. 

" But Erthenwold's heiress, I fear me* alas ! 
Can ne'er be his bride, should that day come to pass ; 
Her fair form is fading, my sad fears presage, — 
Should she die, to her grave goes the hope of my age. 

XIV. 

" Her beauty and mirth, once the' warrior's praise, 
Were sung by the minstrel, and heighten'd his lays ; 
But the heart that was light, and the bosom so fair, 
Are beating with sorrow, and heaving with care." 
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xv. 

Astonishment follow'd the speech of the sire, 
For a stranger walk'd in, dress'd in pilgrim's attire ; 
On his mantle the red cross was blazon'd and gleam'd, 
And sickly, and weary, and pallid he seem'd. 

XVI. 

" Good e'en," said the stranger, — " my mission shall 
plead 

For the boldness I take o'er your threshold to tread ; 
O'er land and o'er ocean, where tempests assail, 
I 've travell'd to tell thee of young Haltondale." 

XVII. 

" Oh, welcome! thrice welcome ! if this be thy shrine ; 
Thy pilgrimage blest, though the blessing be mine ; 
For here shalt thou tarry, and long be my guest, — 
But stay — thou art pale — shall we lead thee to rest ? " 

XVIII. 

" Oh ! no," cried the stranger, though weak and op- 
press'd, 

I 've farther to travel, ere yet I can rest ; 

My strength will I summon this tale to unfold, 

And brief must it be, or else never be told." 
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XIX. 

Sir Osman, in kindness, then press'd to his lip 
A tankard of wine, Which he scarcely could sip ; 
" And now," cried Sir Harold, both eager and glad, 
" Good Palmer, but say, is it cheerful or sad ? " 

xx. 

" Thou shalt hear," he replied. " Walter wander'd 
away, 

And with him, by chance, 'twas my fortune to stray ; 
And much did we learn in the tumult of war, — 
To fast in the desert, and travel afar. 

XXI. 

" But 'tis not for me of his honours to tell, 
Nor yet of his griefs, which he taught me too well : 
But foremost in danger, and first in the field, 
He fell by a wound that could never be heal'd. 

XXII. 

" As breathless he struggled, with anguish and pain, 
He pray'd to see Erthenwold castle again ; 
And more did he say, but to grant his request — 
It must to thy daughter, alone, be address'd." 



Digitized by Google 



CANTO V. — THE PILGRIM. 



81 



XXIII. 

For Clara, Sir Osman then eagerly sought, 
Her mind to prepare for the news that was brought ; 
While Erthenwold sat with a tear on his cheek, 
For his heart was so full that no more could he speak. 

XXIV. 

Here the Pilgrim, unfolding his mantle, display 'd 
A corslet, revealing the truth to the maid ; 
" Oh ! Walter ! " she cries, and her §hrill voice alarms 
The hall, as in transport she flies to his arms. 

XXV. 

Then through the wide castle his name they resound, 
And soon was it echoed by vassals around, 
As eager they hasten'd his story to learn, 
Each anxious to welcome Sir W alters return. 

XXVI. 

But his temples were damp, and as cold as the dead ; 
His eye lost its lustre as faintly he said, — 
" 'Tis this I have pray'd for, — in weakness been 
strong, 

But my wound flows afresh, and I cannot live long. 

G 
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XXVII. 

u Good Osman, — Sir Harold,— oh ! Clara ! farewell, 
I came to expire where Haltondale fell. 
You'll think on this vision, dear Clara, when past, 
And know that thy lover was true to the last. 

xxvm. 

" How death mocks this meeting ! the blood from 
my breast 

Is eagerly flowing, but bears me to rest ; 

Tis enough, — for my spirit, so wearisome here, 

Seems blest, while departing, to find thee sincere." 

XXIX. 

Such were his last words, for he died with a sigh, 
And his soul from its sorrow Was shelter'd on high ; 
While Clara, as lifeless, sank down by his side ; — 
And the lovers now lie in the Abbey of Clyde. 

XXX. 

Nor long did Sir Harold lament for his loss, 
For Erthenwold's vassals soon saw him a corse ; 
And Osman, his kinsman, bereaved and dismay'd, - 
Fled far from the castle, to join the crusade. 
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XXXI. 

Though sorrows o'ercloud us, they pass like a dream, — 
More fleeting our joys than the meteor's light gleam ; 
Why hope for the future, why mourn for the past, 
Or sigh for that pleasure which never can last ? 

XXXII. 

The pride of distinction, the beauty we crave, — 
The hopes of ambition, the deeds of the brave, — 
They leave but a record for kindred and clime, 
Then ride in the deluge, the triumph of time ! 

XXXIII. 

But Erthenwold's towers now stand on the waste, 
A mark for the tempest, by ruin defaced ; 
The turret no more holds its flag to the sky, 
But frowns on the wreck as it moulders on high. 

XXXIV. 

The bat takes his lodging where barons have been ; 
The ivy now hangs where the banners were seen ; 
Its grandeur is left but in mouldering stone, 
And gaiety mock'd in its stillness alone. 
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XXXV. 

The owl is its herald, the moon is its light, 
The raven its warder, and ruin its knight; 
And Erthenwold castle and proud Haltondale 
Have left but a legend their might to bewail. 



END OF ELVA S REVENGE. 
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ANNAS REGRET. 



i. 

Oh ! tell him I mourn we are parted, 

And weep when I think of the past ; 
But if I should die broken-hearted 

His name will be dear to the last ; 
And if that my tears cannot move him 

To pity my anguish and pain, 
I love him too well to reprove him ; 

I wish to be with him again. 

ii. 

Oh ! tell him those eyes that could borrow 
Their lustre from love, when sincere, 

Owe now all their lustre to sorrow, 
And only are bright with a tear. 

My bosom, like ocean's wild billow, 
Is heaved by the cares of my breast ; 

But could it again be his pillow 

'Twould sink like the ocean to rest. 
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SONG, 
i. 

Pretty blue star! why alone dost thou wander, 
(Oft on thy lovely blue light do I ponder,) 
Or pleased, like my soul in its solitude's night, 
Dost travel so lonely to share thine own light ? 
Oft blissful I 've watch'd thee, with other stars 
gleaming, 

Now cold, like my sorrow, alone art thou streaming ; 

My love, like thy lustre, is wand'ring afar, 

Oh ! still I must watch thee, thou pretty blue star. 

II. 

Pretty blue star ! see the dark clouds advancing, 
Thy rays are no longer in pure ether dancing ; 
Thy brightness I see, like the smiles you betray, 
May charm ; — but how grieve us when taken away. 
Like sorrow, which steals o'er our moments when 
lightest, 

The clouds have obscured thy gay beams when at 
brightest ; 

The souls that now see thee from sacfness are far, 
Good night to thy shining, thou pretty blue star ! 
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S O N G. 
i. 

How sweet are those moments that beam in our youth, 

Though love be a warfare and strife ; 
There 's pleasure in falsehood, and rapture in truth, 

Compared with the winter of life. 
Then linger, sweet summer, for bright is thy sky, 

And soon will that sky be o'ercast ; 
We '11 cherish young love till the winter is nigh, 

And weep when his visit is past. 

ii. 

Though beauty be fickle, and treat with disdain, 

We '11 triumph when beauty we please ; 
The soul in life's morning, that ne'er felt love's pain, 

At evening will sit ill at ease. 
Then linger, sweet summer, for bright is thy sky, 

And soon will that sky be o'ercast ; 
We '11 cherish young love till the winter is nigh, 

And weep when his visit is past. 
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i. 

The moon 's on the water, 

My bark 's in the bay ; 
Arise ! beauty's daughter, 

Love calls thee away ; 
Tis folly to slumber, 

Since life is so short ; 
Those moments we number 

Can never be bought. 

ii. 

Thine eye, love ! is brightest 

Beneath the moon's ray ; 
Thy soul, love ! is lightest 

When with me you stray ; 
To see the tide streaming, 

So silvery bright, 
Is sweeter than dreaming 

In shadows of night. 



MINOR POBMS. 



III. 

The waves' gentle motion 

Shall bear thee along ; 
The caves by the ocean 

Shall echo our song. 
Arise from thy pillow, 

My boat waits for thee, 
There is not a billow 

Upon the wide sea. 
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TO C- 



For ever parted, and though far apart, 
Tis much to know, yet could I wish it less ? 
Thy form, still fair, might fresher woes impart, 
Yet fail to soothe where it would fain redress. 
How much I love thee I can ne'er express, 
How much beloved to me is not unknown ; 
The world with us is like a wilderness, 
Which we must pass, yet as we pass alone 
We '11 strive to win that heaven whose bliss all cares 
atone. 
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LETTER I. 



i. 

I blush and weep, yet I must not repine ; 

Tis now too late, if I would fain repent ; 
If worlds had won thee, and those worlds were 
mine 

To lose, — to win thee I had been content. 
Say, have I lost thee ? No ! I must be thine ; 

Thou art not false, — my fears are idly spent ; 
Then, knowing that I am beloved of thee, 
My friends may frown, yet they might envy me. 

II. 

Oh do not blame me,— do not chide the tear, — 
When I am with thee I shall ever smile ; 

My parents, kindred, (ties by nature dear,) 
Thinking I part from them, I weep awhile. 

The fairest flow'r will hold the dew-drop clear, 
And thou hast call'd me fairest of this isle ; 

So may I prove, and be thou ever nigh, 

Lest, like a flow'r whose light is fled, I die. 
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III. 

Though oft I 've told thee, yet I would repeat 

How much I love, how much I muse on thee ; 
The breeze, — the birds, — the flow'rs, — the streams 
are sweet, 

The past recalling ; and whene'er I see 
The evening star night's purple shadows greet, 

I think her beams of all most sweet to me, — 
For by her light I met thee in the grove, 
When first thou taught'st my tender heart to love. 



Oft have I watch'd her in her quiet reign, 

Stealing alone the sable sky along, 
Till she had sunk to rest, then I to pain, 

(For cares too oft to sacred love belong ;) 
And then my love reproach'd my heart again : 

Thou art too kind to leave, — to do me wrong ; 
And when I slept, in dreams my anxious mind 
Hath brought thee back, and more than ever kind. 
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Without thee, I am never truly blest. 

This eve I sat within our fav'rite bow'r, 
The sun reclining gilded all the west, 

And spread his tints afar, and every fiow'r 
Seem'd by the dews of eve again refresh'd, 

And scented all around ; oh ! 'twas an hour 
When earth might vie with heav'n ; hadst thou been 
there, 

The air had been far sweeter, flow'rs more fair. 



VI. 

The pearly stream that, left its native hill 

In murmurs mingled with each tuneful bird, 
Who, charm'd with nature, sang their wild notes 
shrill ; 

And on each leaf and fragrant shrub that stirr'd 
Hung the bright dew ; and when all else were still, 

The nightingale from her lone grove was heard ; 
And, oh ! so sweet, so melting was her strain, 
The songsters 'woke, and sang their hymns again. 

H 
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VII. 

Oh who could love, yet sleep that hour away ! 

I prize each spot where we have been before. 
There did I linger, till each liquid lay 

In stillness died, and when the songs were o'er, 
I felt it might be painful still to stay. 

Twilight had vanished, night her sable wore ; 
And yet with thee I had been blest to stray 
Till morning broke, and birds had welcomed day. 



VIII. 

Time shuns the pray'r of those who urge his flight : 
Thine absence seems an age ; oh ! keep sincere, 

Lest others charm thee, and my soul's delight 
Should find despair in what it held most dear. 

Much could I ask, yet soon must cease to write ; 
But ere I sleep, the heavens my prayr shall hear, 

And every night will I that pray'r repeat, 

For thee, for love, until again we meet. 
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IX. 

Tis sweet devotion when the soul can feel 
A wish for others weal beyond their own, — 

Thy loved name prompts me ever when I kneel, 
And strengthens pray'r, which else were weak 
alone. 

That I have sinnd, my trembling lips reveal, — 
That I have loved, may yet those sins atone ; 
Though lonely, thus the vigil passeth sweet, 
For pray'r, and penitence! for me are meet. 



Now must I say " Good night ; " yet ere I rest, 
I'll kiss thy likeness, for the portrait seems 

To smile on me whene'er its lips are press'd ; 

(Oh, tender love ! how sweet are all thy dreams !) 

Here to my breast shall thy bless'd shadow rest. 
My taper's waning ; — morning twilight gleams ; 

Remember me ; forget not soon to write : 

Beloved, adored, yet once again " Good night." 
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i. 

So kind a Letter yields my soul repose : 

Now all the charms of tranquil rest are mine ; 

Thy vows shall be my watchguard, and oppose 
Where doubts intrusive would with love recline. 

I scarce can write — my heart with rapture glows ; 
But if thou would'st its inmost bliss define, 

Imagine one who dream'd a night in tears, 

Yet 'woke to bliss, and smiled at all her fears. 

ii. 

A hundred times I Ve read thy Letter o'er, 
Yet every time hath brought me fresh delight ; 

And when I left it, 'twas to love thee more, — 
But of such love my pen's too weak to write. 

I 've sigh'd — I 've smiled — I 've paused, but to adore, 
(When true love prompts, how smoothly we 
indite ! ) 

Oh 'tis a melody, in which the ear 

May trace that music which it loves to hear. 
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in; 

Oh do not smile that I should thus rejoice, — 
That thus in ecstacy my heart replies, — 

In thee I live or die ; I have no choice 

Between the cold grave and the love I prize ; 

In every sentence I have heard thy voice. 

Had I the pow'r, I 'd write both smiles and sighs; 

Then with devotion thou would'st kiss each line, 

And love my Letter as I now love thine. 



IV. 

I long to meet, that I may then repay 
Thee for thy kindness ; much I feel I owe ; 

And though the tide of rapture will not stay, 
Yet in thy presence it will milder flow. 

Much I could write, but have too much to say, — 
My heart is full, my pen t* express is slow. 

My father comes, and I must close, — Adieu ! 

When next I write, 'twill be to meet with you. 
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i. 

Meet me to-night, — the moon will rise at seven ; 

All will be absent, — thou hast nought to fear ; 
If there's a charm to stolen hours e'er given, 

"Ks Cynthia's light, of all to love most dear. 
At eight, her silver car will brighten heaven, 

And light thy path and guide thee safely here : 
Fail not to come, lest her bright beams reveal 
My tears for thee, which darkness might conceal. 

ii. 

My father— brother — sister, all implore 

That I will share their gaiety to-night ; 
I thought on thee, and though they know no more 

Than that I shun where most tfiey find delight- 
One hour with thee will make such pleasures poor, 

Not all their mirth, that hour lost, requite; 
They pitied me that I refused — nor know 
How much I win, which yet were lost to go. 
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Hit 

Among such stars I should but dimly shine, 
Yet, thanks to nature, all her charms are free ; 

Wert thou but there, I might th' assembly join, 
And borrow light from what is bright in thee. 

Gome through the grove, and this shall be the sign 
That thou art safe, — upon the aspen tree 

I '11 hang my scarf, and when that scarf you view, 

'T will own thy welcome— be thy passport too. 



IV. 

And when we meet, though I could much unfold, 
I will not weary thee, but there remain 

Till all thy vows of love again are told, 

Which ne'er were told, which ne'er were heard in 
vain ; 

In silent bliss I could for hours behold 

Thy face, and wish each hour renew'd again, 
And only break night's stillness with a sigh 
As soft as when the wanton breeze skips by. 
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V. 

If thou art sad, that sadness I '11 repair 
With tales of tenderness ; if thou art gay, 

I '11 fly to music, and my song shall share 
Those smiles of thine, and every smile repay ; 

Oh ! could I be with thee ! 't would be my care 
To charm, to soothe thee, — nor e'er wish to stray, 

But in thy presence watch, thy mood to see, 

Till thy loved spirit own'd its life in me. 



VI. 

Meet me to-night, — for in love's pilgrimage 
I weary not, but seek a pilgrim's rest ; 

For in thy presence fears at once assuage, 

Doubts fade — hope strengthens — fainting love 's 
refresh'd ; 

And though my path may other toils engage, 

Should I be thought too worthless to be blest, 
I '11 journey on till I have gain'd the shrine 
Of blissful peace, or rest in death be mine. 
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vii. 

I am not sad, yet should'st thou think me so, 
T is but a cloud overshadowing delight ; 

Time ! Time ! till then thou 'It travel on too slow, 
When I would stay thee then thou 'It urge thy 
flight: 

To meet this night, oh ! say, can'st thou forego ? — 

But why thus press, I know thou art kind ; to-night 
We '11 meet. Farewell ! yet but farewell till then, 
The most adored, the most beloved of men. 



Digitized by Google 



LETTER IV. 



u 

Oh do not leave me ! I am full of tears ; 

Tears that I know full well the past become, — 
If I am faded, it is not with years ; 

Yet ere they blossom love will wither some ; 
Say, dost thou think mine eye less bright appears 

That once it shone too kind? Oh! then the 
sum 

Of all my sin from sorrow's fount I '11 pay, 
And weeping still, weep my sad life away. 

ii. 

Am I less fair that I have been too weak ? 

Oh say not so ; once more thy vows renew, 
Then will the rose revisit my pale cheek, 

And more than ever thou wilt praise its hue. 
Since last I wrote I have not slept, nor seek 

To sleep again till 1 have heard from you ; 
Last night had we but met, I then had been 
With rapture glowing, and this morn serene. 
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III. 

If I had waited for the bridal hour 

To make thee mine, I had not dress'd more gay, — 
I would not have my toilet lose its pow'r, 

If that hath charms, but every gem display ; 
Alas ! thou earnest not, and in my lone bow'r 

The glittering moonbeams mock'd me on their way ; 
And when my tears had rivall'd every gem, 
My love might well such cherish* d pride contemn. 



nr. 

I 'm in the world alone, — and thus to state 
What I have felt, still feel, in part relieves 

My weary heart, which, trembling with its weight, 
Would seek thine aid, while fondly it believes 

Thou 'It share its grief ; and yet, if joys await, 
'T will seek thee till thy breast its joy receives. 

Say ! canst thou leave the trembler in despair, 

Who yet hath sought thee more in bliss than care ? 
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How is my mind by fond excitement wrought ! 

Still to the last declining hope I fed, 
Whatever stirr'd, — mine ear attentive caught 

The welcome sound, and eagerly I sped, — 
Nor restless bird, nor mellow leaf that sought 

Its wintry grave, but to that spot I fled, 
Vainly to seek thy presence, which to greet, 
E'en at the last, had made the past all sweet. 



VI. 

And when the moon in weariness had sank 
In clouds as dark as those my bosom knew, 

I left my bow'r, where I too deep had drank 
Of night's sad solitude, and heaven's dew 

Hung on my tresses, which ere then were dank 
With tears of love,— for I have loved, to rue, — 

And then return'd, lamenting that my mind 

In dreams of bliss its only bliss should find. 



Digitized by Google 



LETTER IV. 



109 



VII. 

Oh ! I am sick — heart sick, for I have worn 
A hopeless night away for hopeless day ; 

How patient hope, by expectation borne, 

Lengthened each hour to mark its slow decay ; 

The coldest heart would know some warmth to mourn 
Such hours past ; could I such hours portray, 

Thy fond heart then with pangs would throb anew, 

That one could feel so much, and still be true. 



VIII. 

I write not to reprove thee, 't were unjust 
Ere yet I know why you came not ; no ! I 

But seek the cause to know, and seeking trust 
No harm hath met thee ; if thou 'rt sick, I '11 fly 

From this my home, and for thee brave the worst, 
To watch thy pillow and be ever nigh — 

To nurse — to soothe — to wile thine hours of pain, 

Nor leave until thou art restored again. 
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IX. 

Suspense and fear by turns possess my mind, — 
Whate'er the cause, however sad, acquaint 

Me with that sadness, for less woe we find 
In ills we know than those our spirits paint ; 

To soften this, lest aught should seem unkind, 
Ere yet I close I 'd write— but I am faint,— 

Say thou wilt meet to-night ; if not to-night, 

Name thou the time. Farewell, love ! quickly write. 
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Fly ! fly, to save me, I am on the brink 
Of misery's abyss, — all, all is known : 

I know not what I write, nor pause to think, — 
My brain's bewilder'd ; — yet ere I will own 

Thy name, I will beneath their vengeance sink. 
Meet me to-night at ten ; if not alone 

I fly this place, — escaping in that flight 

More wretchedness than I have time to write. 

II. 

I fly a father's curse, — but whither flee ? 

Hast thou no shelter ? no ! not even one. 
Mercy and love have closed their gates on me ; 

I have no parents, — brother, — sister, — none ; 
I am forsaken if I 'm left by thee ; 

Yet, if forsaken, and for e'er undone, . 
I will not grace the triumph of their rage, 
And herd with cripples, poverty, and age. 
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in, 

Yes, yes, believe me, they enraged combine 
To send me to confinement. Is my cup 

Of bitterness too sweet, that it is mine ? 
Folly hath fill'd, and I its dregs must sup, 

And though dishonour be for ever mine, 
Yet ere I sink, despair shall conjure up 

Whate'er of strength, sickness and grief have left, 

And I will struggle ere of that bereft. 



IV. 

I write in madness — yet I write too true ; 

But bear with me, I shall be calm again ; 
Oh ! somewhere seek me shelter, — I '11 not rue 

The meanest hut upon the wildest plain. 
Kindred and friends ! I 'm ever lost to you 4 

Farewell for ever,— but your cold disdain, 
Which seals our parting, pity yet shall melt. 
When my poor heart its latest woe hath felt. 
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V. 

But were the desert now my only way, 

No tree to shelter, no, nor spring to share, — 

Ere I would bear what I must bear to stay, 
I 'd seek that desert though I perish'd there. 

Is 't not enough that heavenly pow'rs repay 

My faults, but they less mercy know to spare ? — 

With love less pure than warms this sinful breast, 

Though I'm accurst, how many have been blest ! 



VI. 

Meet me to-night at ten ; no moon will shine, 
And darkness best befits the path I tread. 

I will not murmur, — I will not repine, — 

Nor weep, nor sigh, though I my fate may dread ; 

I will not even ask thee to be mine, — 
So frail in love, I were too weak to wed. 

I am prepared. Farewell, my friends, — and then — 

Lost, lost, for ever lost ! Remember ten. 
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i. 

I never thought to write to thee again, 
But all my sorrows silently endure ; 

I felt that I ere this could smile at pain, 
And mock with patience what I could not cure ; 

But love like mine will neither die nor wane, 
For it was born of heaven, and once was pure ; 

And though a tumult revels in my heart, 

Love stands the struggle, and will not depart. 

H. 

I do not woo thee as I oft have wooed ; 

No, I am faded, — all my bloom is fled ; 
Not all the cares of cheerless life subdued, 

Nor all the joys that tender love could wed, 
Nor e'en to be what I so oft have sued 

To be, again would raise my drooping head ; 
How could I woo ? I but thine aid implore 
To prop the flow'r which thou canst not restore. 
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III. 

For in this lone abode each passing day 
In heaviness and horror glides by me, 

And though 't is meet I count such hours away, 
My weary spirit seeks some rest from thee ; 

Exiled from friends who heed not my decay 
I yet could bear, might I thy face but see ; 

Oh ! come to me, for I would fain behold 

Thy smiles again, though they be e'er so cold. 



IV. 

All, all is sad around, here nought I view 
But nature changed and in her wildest mood. 

The trees are stripp'd, and wither' d leaves bestrew 
My cottage path, and every breeze is rude. 

I hear no bird, save the poor robin, who 

Is fain to cheer since here he seeks his food ; 

And oft I listen to his grateful strain, 

Which if it cheer, leaves me more dull again. 

i 2 
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The summer's past — the last that I shall know ; 

The winter s come — the last that I shall see ; 
If there be left in nature to bestow 

Charms like the past, then they alone must be 
When wild winds whistle, wilder tempests blow, 

And storms to nature are like woes to me ; 
For spring and summer, autumn — all, my mind 
Must now, or never, in cold winter find. 



VI. 

Yet I will strive, as it may best befit 

A sicken'd spirit, hovering o'er the wreck 

Of her frail vessel, where she still must sit 
To brave the waves, nor hope those waves to check ; 

Yet I will strive, since life is left, to quit, 

To shun those charms which I have sought to deck 

This blighted form, that I the less may grieve, 

And learn to loathe a world I soon must leave. 
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VII. 

That I have laved thee to the last I feel, 

Unshaken and unmoved, — would'st thou have 
more? 

Oh come to me, that my sad heart may steal 
Some strength to bear ; I will no more implore, 

And if with blessings I thy peace can seal, 
Then will I bless thee till this life is o'er. 

Come then to me ! — the trial and the past 

I can forget, and love thee to the last. 
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i. 

I am a mother ; thousands at that sound, 
Forgetting pain, awake to transports new. 

Can I feel less ? Oh no ! those pangs abound 
Which mothers feel, whose breasts less sins 
imbrue ; 

Yet while I live that name will me astound, 
And I must cherish — I must love to view 
My little offspring, whose fair form will be 
Of shame, through life, a monument to me, 

II. 

My child ! my child ! I would not see thee lost 
In this bleak world, but fain would watch thy morn ; 

E'en now, alas ! I think I see thee toss'd 
On life *s rude sea, unguarded and forlorn ; 

Thy tender years by rankling cares all cross'd, 
While willing tongues will name thy birth with 
scorn, 

And in thine ear my fault too oft reproved, 
Thou 'It never dream how fondly thou wert loved. 
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III. 

My child ! my child ! thou 'It sooh be motherless, 
But fain I 'd take thee hence* that thy sweet face, 

So angel-like, might holy saints address 
And plead for me* atid all my sins erase, 

Where heav'nly bliss all earthly woes redness, 

And purer realms should prove our resting-plaee ; 

And there, unchanged through wide eternity, . 

The child and mother undivided be. 



IV. 

To me, life's cares like sable clouds appear, 
And thou, my cherub, like a star ddst seem, 

So lovely in thy loneliness, so clear, 
That darkness cannot hide thee ; and thy beam 

Sweetens the life which I have held so drear, 
And calms the troubled Waters of her stream ; 

So I might live,— and 'twere a night to me, 

An endless night,*— 't were sweet to gaae on thee. 
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Oh ! 't will be more tfian death when I shall die, 
For to my child my frighted soul will cling, 

And struggling even with mortality 

T will double every pang that death can bring ; 

Oh ! if thou loved me, thou would'st hither fly, 
And round the child, and round the mother fling 

Thy joyous arms, and I some peace should find 

In death, to know the world had one so kind. 



VI. 

Oh ! come to me, and thou shalt gaze upon 
The living miniature of thine own face ; 

T is but the twilight morning dwelleth on, 

But day will strengthen it, and thou shalt trace 

A day of loveliness, when I am gone, 

In those sweet features which my tears deface ; 

Shun not thy child, for she may live to prove 

More to thy breast than was her mother's love. 
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By all the laws which love or nature bind, 
She is thy child, and I as much thy wife ; 

Think then how sweet, in after years, to find, 
When hearts grow chilly, and thine own is rife 

With care and sickness, to have one still kind, 
Whereon to stay and rest declining life ; 

For thou wilt find, when thy warm youth hath flown, 

T is much to say one charm is left thine own. 



VIII. 

The wint'ry sky is gathering dark around, 
And it reminds me of my past despair ; 

The vale of sorrow I have pass'd, and found 
But one fair flow r, and that is passing fair ; 

To thee I leave it; — may its life abound 

With more of bliss than I can name in prayr. 

I would write more — but for a flood of tears 

What I have written now too faint appears. 
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i. 

I ne'er shall write again,— mist shrouds mine eye, 
My cold hand trembles, and pale-fronted death 

Approached me with awful majesty, 
And shakes my timid soul ; yet I have faith 

That heav'n will pardon me, and ere I die 
I would address thee with my wasted breath ; 

And if unheeded all the past have pass'd, 

Regard this letter, knowing 't is the last. 

ii. 

When I am dead, o'er my told pillow let 
No stone be placed to tell the world of me j 

But few would read and sigh,— fewer regret : 
I've known no virtue, save my love for thee. 

Remember thou,— and let all else forget 
The lonely spot where I too soon must be j 

But I would have thee often thither stray — 

It will say more than I have breath to say. 
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III. 

Look to our little one, — sweet innocent, — 
The plant of folly, water'd by my tears ; 

Think not thy care to cherish her misspent, 
She '11 prove an angel to thy sager years ; 

And when thy heart, — as thine will yet, — repent 
For faults, remembering mine, she'll calm the fears 

Which then might teach thee to despair of heaven, 

And for thy kindness, whisper " Thou 'rt forgiven." 



Farewell ! the last farewell ! days that are pass'd, 
To waning mem'ry, are but as a dream. 

Remember I have loved thee to the last ; 
And if in heav'n we feel the slightest gleam 

Of love for those on earth we loved, I '11 cast 

Around your paths through checquered life a beam 

Of peace, till thou, my child, and I, shall be 

Alike in love, through wide eternity. 

The end. 
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